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" There is No End — " a Sage has said— 
" OF Making Hooks — " and those who've read 
Too many find, as they confess, 
Much study's but a weariness ! 

But here's a different kind of book 
On which the weariest eye may look 
Without undue fatigue or strain — 
The Third (uncensorcd) Book of Jane ! 

Herein the student may discover 
New matter for the beauty-lover. 
In which the only " studies " owe 
Their interest to the studio ! 
In short, the female form he'll see 
In all its fair variety- 
Personified, the third year running, 
With artist's skill and camera's cunning. 
By one who reigns, and long may reign, 
The Queen of Glamour Girls — our Jane ! 





the crime. Since leaving the regular police, Georgie Porgie had set 
up as a private detective, and Jane had gone into temporary 
partnership with him, playing Dr. Watson to his Sherlock Holmes. 
"Here's something in your line, Jane," he had laughed, while opening 
his mail that morning. "Trouble in the nudist colony at Little- 
Harmg-m-thc-Woods!" 

"Skip the gags and let's have the bare details," said Jane with dignity. 
"Just the naked truth, eh? Well, Cyrus Tanner, the nature-cure 
chap, writes to tell me that a strange man has been prowling round 
his estate and even breaking into the house—" 
"Goodness! what could any one steal from nudists?" 
"It's not a case of stealing. The point is he has been receiving 
anonymous letters from some fanatic lately, threatening all sorts of 
violence, and as his own daughter, Miriam, frequents the woods in 
a state of nature, he fears some outrage. He doesn't want to court 
publicity by calling in the police, so— well, be a dear and pop down 
by train. If you posed as one of the natives— just as a matter of 
form— you might be able to spot this Peeping Tom!" 
"Why not you?" cried Jane indignantly. "Your figure is as good 

'"But not so likely to attract this particular type of crank, my dear! 
Besides, I'm busy investigating a rather peculiar theft from a" West- 
end store. If you run up against any rough stuff you can always 
phone me, although I don't anticipate trouble. People who write 
threatening letters rarely proceed to extremities . . . ." 
So that was how Jane found herself tramping along a hot, dusty 
country road, with only Fritz for company, under the shadow of a 
long high wall topped with broken glass which, she guessed, protected 
the extensive grounds of the nudist colony from prying eyes. 
She was just wondering when she would reach the gates when Frit* 
vociferously chased a rabhit through a gap w here the wall had partly 



; big 



collapsed. Curiosity prompted her to scramble on top of the debris 
and peer into the woodlands, whose summer greenery was broken 
by the glitter of a placid lake. 

And that was where she saw— It, and the unconscious irony of 
Georgie's parting remark struck her in all its horror. 
The broken wall was too rough and the distance too great to 
encourage her to approach the body; besides, the murderer might 
still be lurking near the scene of the crime. The victim was past 
help, any way .... 

Calling to Fritz, Jane raced along the deserted road until she came 
to the gates and tugged madly at the bell. She was eventually 
admitted by a bronzed, middle-aged man who had donned a towel in 
deference to this visitor from the outside, and possible censorious 

world. 

"Mr. Tanner?" she panted. "I have come from the detective agency, 
in response to your appeal, but I fear— too late\" 
"Good heavens! What's happened?" 

"A girl— by the lake— I saw her through the gap in the • 
Cyrus Tanner, who had been hurrying by her side towards 
house at the end of the drive, stopped dead ; and blanched. 
"What gap?" he exclaimed, then gasped out— "That's my daughter! 
She alwavs sits there, since these threatening letters, because she's 
visible from the house— but I was in another part of the estate, 
putting my class through their P.T." 

"Go and see— but be prepared for a shock," Jane told him. "And 
don't touch anything. I must phone my partner." 
The naturist hastily indicated a telephone in the 
hall, and rushed off towards the lake as Jane 
lifted the receiver. 

"Georgiet It's started! That anonymous letter- JR 
writer's a killer!" 

"His style certainly killed me" a 
unruffled voice. 

"But he's done it! In spite of 
v the poor girl 
myself — it's terrible — 
she's lost her head'." 
"You sound as if you 1 





quietly and 
you call them . . ." 

; repeated her story. "Hi 
homicidal maniac. He used i 
least .... Oh, come quickly . 
She rung up and raced out of the hoi 



In her agitation she 



:ely noticed that the people who had gathered uneasily < 
ce — and must have overheard her phone conversatio 
iat condition which apparently aroused the anonyn 
■r lo such frenzies of puritanical disapproval 
Tanner met her by the borders of the lake with 
ession. "Is this a poor sort of joke?" he demam 



Jane looked wildly round. The body i 



An hour later Georgie arose from his scrutiny of the trampled 
grasses and ferns. He had raced down by car, seen Jane through the 
gap and joined in her investigations beside the lake, while Mr. Tanner 
was feverishly searching the grounds for signs of his daughter. 
"Any clues?" asked Jane eagerly. 

"Enough to show me you weren't mistaken. All the usual things, 
in fact. Footprints — signs of a struggle — blood . . . ." 
"Then we ought to call the police!" 

"No body, no murder," said George sententiously. "I know you 
saw it, but we must produce it before we can prove anything." 
"What about dragging the lake?" 

"No, it's certainly not there. It would float, for one thing. Besides, 
these tracks leading to the wall point to the obvious fact that the 
culprit has removed the body]" 
"What on earth for? When? How?" 

"Through the gap which he made himself to commit the crime. 
Then he must have driven off with it in a car, probahly while you 
were summoning Mr. Tanner to the gates." 

"Oh, Georgie, and to think I might have caught him if I hadn't 
dashed away! What do we do next?" 

"Well, you look very hot and bothered, old girl," said Georgie 



kindly, "to say nothing of somewhat grubby after crawling all over 
the place hunting for clues. 1 suggest a dip in the lake to freshen 
yourself up. One more nudist won't make any difference here! 
Before Jane had time to reply to this flippant suggestion, there was 
a shout, and Mr. Tanner came rushing wildly towards them through 
the trees. 

"You were right!" he yelled. "There's been a dastardly crime! 
My daughter's room has been ransacked— her drawers rifled— her 
jewel-case gone — I — " 



Jane found herself standing alone by the lake. Georgie had darted 
off to the house with the distracted naturist, repeating his suggestion 
to her as he went. Well, why not? It was certainly very hot. and 
her imitation of a bloodhound amid the bracken had left her dim 
and stickv. And the lake looked tempting under the sun. 
She began to strip, thinking there would be plenty of time for a 
plunge before Georgie returned from the house and his routine 
questioning of its occupants. 

Leaving Fritz to guard her clothes, she waded into the coo! water 
She was just thinking that nudism has its points when it comes to 
bathing when a furious outburst of barks from Fritz turned her eyes 
towards the land. 

Then the blood froze in her veins. 

An elderly man of evangelical appearance, with disordered grey 
locks and glittering eyes, was gesticulating on the bank. 
"Jezebel!" he raved, pointing an admonitory finger at her. "Salome! 
You are the hussv who tempts our young men! Come out— or I will 
brave the waters" of Jordan to wreak vengeance on you!" and the 
demented old fanatic floundered into the lake. ^ 
"Help!" screamed Jane. "Fritz\ Seize him!" 





"Excuse me," said Georgie. "I rather think Jane 
needs a towel. Can you oblige me? You're 
not using yours at the moment .... I'll let you 
know when I have recovered — " he paused 
delicately — "the body." 

The naturist gave a wild, bitter laugh as Georgie 
strode thoughtfully away. 

He found Jane still up to her chin in the water, 
while Fritz was worrying a fragment of black 
cloth on the bank. 

"Why the impatience, old girl? Getting cold?" 
"I've met the murderer!" shrieked Jane. "A 
frantic old man like a wayside preacher! He 
nearly got me — but Fritz came to my rescue! I 
think it was more the affront to his decency 
than fear which made the old lunatic beat a retreat 
through that gap. 1 couldn't chase him because 
I'm not a natural nudist, but if you want a clue 
Fritz has got it — the whole seat of his trousers!" 
Georgie began to laugh as he tossed her the towel and turned chival- 
rously aside while his distraught assistant came out to dry herself. 
"That's the anonymous letter-writer all right," he agreed. "Tanner 
told me about a hall-crazy old revivalist who has been fulminating 
against the colony for months. Now as soon as you're dressed we'll 
go in search of— the body . . . ." 

Jane was Still in a state of agitated bewilderment when she found 
herself flying towards London in Georgie's car, 
"I know you're wonderful, darling," she said, "but I do think you 
might tell me why we're going home instead of pursuing the criminal!" 
"Because we can't make an arrest without the hody, my dear Miss 
Watson," the great detective explained patiently, "By a lucky 
coincidence this case links up with the one I was already investigating 
in town; and once more I shall need your assistance to locate the 

Jane looked sharply at him. "What do you want me to do this time 5 " 
she asked suspiciously. 

"Don't be alarmed," Georgie soothed her. "It's another sitter for 
you— merely to pose in a shop window first thing tomorrow morning 
in a brassiere and panties " 

It was only Georgie's insistence that criminal investigators should 
mish (coupled with a devouring curiosity) that induced 
bent position among a collection of dummies 
of underwear some time before Messrs. Puttemon 



Jane to take up 
in various style; 
and Showbody's opened the 
Her ordeal was of short duration. 
Long before anv shoppers were ad- 
mitted, a young man of impeccable 
appearance climhed into the window 
apparently to give the exhibits some 
final attentions. 



Jane braced herself to sustain the stiff posture of an inanimate 

charmer but it was a severe test of her endurance when she noted that 

the window -dresser bore a suspiciously bulky parcel under his arm! 
Her appearance had an equally disturbing effect on him. He started 
as if stung by a bee— (hen carefully laid his bundle aside and advanced 
with menacingly extended ringers .... 

"Ouch!" Jane uttered a shrill squeal. The young man, as if to 
satisfy himself that the pedestal was occupied by a lay figure, had 
pinched her in a vulnerable spot; and her extended palm automatically 
swung out to catch him a resounding smack on the face! 
He staggered back - to find his arms seized from behind by Georgie 
Porgie and the manager, who had sprung into the window from the 
shelter of some hanging draperies. 

"1 suppose this means the sack," he said defiantly, "hut its not 
actionable!" . 
"What!" Jane, nonplussed, hut outraged, rose m all the dignity of 
black silk undies. "You've murdered an innocent young girl— and 
you say it's not actionable! Where's the body?" she demanded 
sternly. 

The prisoner only goggled at her; but Georgie stepped swiftly 
accross to the bundle, stripped it of its brown-paper covering and 
revealed a nude but undeniably wax figure whose simpering head 
had obviously been replaced by an amateur hand! 
"That's what you saw lying beside the lake, Jane," he explained 
grinning. "It was placed there by this amorous young window- 
dresser as a blind to deceive Miriam's father, while the young lady 
packed her things to elope with him!" 

The manager hurst out laughing. "Why did you have to proceed 
to this incredible extremity of folly, Tomkins?" he asked. 
"I was driven to it by circumstances, Mr. Showbody," confessed the 
crestfallen youth. "I had long admired Miriam— er— over the wall, 
hut how could our love prosper when hrr father was pressing her to 
marry one of his physical culturists and mme was writing fanatically 



insulting letters about the nudist colony? It was Miriam who 
suggested the ruse by which she could join me without her absence 
being remarked; and 1 was in a position to provide— the body. I 
meant to return it, any way, but 1 am afraid we knocked its head off 
when we, were interrupted hy a dog chasing a rabbit " 
"That must have been Fritz!" exclaimed Jane, smiling as this tale 
of true love was unfolded. "But I think it was marvellous of you to 
trace the body here, Georgiel" 

"That was fairly simple, as I had just been told of its mysterious 
disappearance from the shop window," said Georgie modestly. 
"When I found traces of wax and plaster on the grass — the blood, of 
course, was only enough to have been shed by the 'criminal' himself 
when breaking down the wall— and realised that Miriam had packed 
up and bolted, I felt certain enough to confide my deductions — or 
guesses— to Mr. Tanner. 1 am glad to say his relief was so great 
that he is reconciled to his loss and it only remains for Mr. Showbody 
to overlook this slight lapse on the part of his very resourceful 
window-dresser!" 

"Yes, do, Mr. Showbody," pleaded Jane. "After all, you have lost 
no custom over it!" 

"You are quite right, Miss Jane," replied the manager, indulgently. 
"In fact, I notice that this little tableau that we present — with you 
in the centre advertising our lingerie — has attracted quite a crowd of 
customers to the window . . . ." 



"There's only one fly in the ointment, Georgie," said Jane, later, 
as they left the shop together. "What will that .young man's crazy 
father do when he learns his son has married a nudist?" 
"People who write threatening letters— " Georgie reminded her 
sententiously. "I suppose you're right, as usual," laughed Jane. 

"Any way, I doubt if the old fanatic will 
be able to sit down to write at all for some 
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I'm jailing for you, Mr Pert, 

My head is in a whirl ! 
I'm swept clean off my feet, I bet. 

But I'm that kind of girl ! 
Although you give me little praise 

I'm still your willing thrall; 
I only have to see you raise 

Your finger — and I fall ! 



I've fallen for you, Mr Pett, 

The last time — on my nose ! — 
And if that's not enough then get 

Another girl to pose! 
For frankly, tho' I've tried a lot, 

The thing's begun to pall, 
And Mother's bouncing girl is not 

A blinking tennis ball ! 





Fine feathers make fine birds, they say, but when it comes to 
Jane — 

Well, it's not exactly her plumage that— I mean to say, other girls 
may dress to kill, but Jane— that is, her popularity is not so much 
due to the clothes she puts m as — 

Dash it all ! you'd have to spend a day with the girl to see what 
I'm getting at. You've no objection? I thought not. . . . 

Let's assume you're the proverbial "visitor from Mars" and have 
never even heard of Jane. Her fame's world-wide, of course, 
but I suppose it hasn't spread that far yet— although no doubt 
she'll be a universal favourite as soon as we've established contact 
with the celestial bodies. Meanwhile, as a friendly alien you'll 
be interested in the most spectacular star in our earthly orbit. . . 
Why, here she comes down the street! Let's follow her. (No, 
we won't whistle — it would only confuse Fritz without putting 
Jane out a bit; she's used to it). She won't notice us, any way, 
because I'm only the chap who draws her and you'll have your 
Martian cloak of invisibility on. 

Yes, she's dressed in the height of fashion, as you observe, but 



she has that tense expression on her face which can only mean 
she is going to buy some clothes. 

What for? Well, it will elucidate my point if we accompany her 
on her shopping expedition. Shall we? ... I thought so. 
You see, I was quite right. She's paying a visit to her dressmaker. 
She passes through the door with that rhythmic, swaying gait 
which — nh, you'd already noticed it? 

Yes, it appears, from the enraptured homage of the manager, that 
her new winter costume is ready. This is a pretty big occasion, 
to judge from the endless conference that ensues. A girl can't 
be too careful with a lovely figure like that. There mustn't be a 
pleat too many or a fold too full to conceal it. 
Ah! now she's going to try it on. . . . What a pity we can't 
follow her into that little cubicle to watch. But wc mustn't take 
advantage of our i neons pic uousness, you know; Jane is notoriously 
shy, and she is always embarrassed when prying eyes surprise 
her in her undies. Yes, always. . . . 

I'm sorry about this interminable pause, but — here she comes! 
And her new creation is well worth waiting for, isn't it? What 
style! What charm! 




Bless us ! she's going to wear it, too. She's 
having the other one sent home. Yes, 
she must have an important date to 
make her step out in her new costume. 
Now wherc's she going? 
Why, to buy a new hat to go with the 
new dress, of course. Not quite so 
exciting, this, but she looks rather a duck 
in that little confection, don't you think? 
I see it's gone to your head as well as 
hers. . . . 

Aha! this is more interesting. The hosier's! Jane is going to 
get some stockings. 

Yes, I quite agree. The pair she has on are pretty well perfect, 
as far as one can sec (and you needn't go down on all fours to 
see further) but a girl can't have too much of a good thing. Especially 
with those legs. 

Another disappointment for you, I fear. Jane is satisfied to test 
their silken texture on her hand before taking half a dozen pairs. 
Off we go again ! This time it's shoes. Now don't press forward, 
my little Martian. Afraid you can't assist the assistant to assist 
Jane try them on. Let the poor chap 
have some fun — even if he does look as if 
he's firting her for knee-caps rather than 
footwear. 

What's the next port of call? 
Another draper's. Hurry up, or we'll 
miss her through those swing doors. 
She's making for the counter marked 
"Lingerie." . . . 

Here! Hold hard! I never thought a 
man from Mars could be so worldly! Let 
the girl have a bit of privacy while she's 
selecting a brassiere. No, no, you can't 




go in there. She's obviously going to try on the 
one with the yellow butterflies round the what- 



you 
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Out she comes again, looking very pleased \ 
herself. No, I can't tell any more than you 
whether she's wearing the things or not. Yes, 
yes, I dare say it is silly to buy pretty frillies and 
then hide them under a frock. But that's the 
way of the world — or the women in it. 
Now we can follow her again — 
Oh, no, sorry! We can't. It's panties this time. 
Yes, the same remarks apply to these garments, t< 
I suppose they satisfy some secret longing in a girl's heart. The 
idea is she knows she looks good underneath so she feels good 
on top . . . No, I don't mean "good" in that sense, I mean like 
a million dollars. . . . The worst of you Martians is that you're 
too literal. 

So it goes on. Costume, hat, shoes, stockings, brassiere, panties, 
and what-have-you— until she retires exhausted to a tea-shop 
to recover from this orgy of clothes buying. It's a complete new 



Well, 




rig-out. It certainly looks as if Jane's 
getiing ready for something really special 
this evening, doesn't it? Wonder what 
it can be. . . . 

There she is, dressed up to [he nines, 
and surrounded by parcels containing 
more finery. No wonder the girls stare 
at her as much as the men. They all 
envy her the extra coupons, you see. 
Oh, of course, I forgot. You wouldn't know about coupons. Well, 
[here's no time (o go into all that now, but the point is that Jane 
is allowed more clothes than most women because it's her profession. 
She has to keep up a large and varied wardrobe. She's on the 
stage, you see. 

Ah, you know what the stage is. You've got theatres in Mars, 

too, eh? (Thought it was only the theatre of war, there). Well, 

I'm glad to hear it. Saves a lot of explaining, doesn't it? 

Now we'd better stick pretty close to her, 

because I've got a feeling we've reached 

a sort of climax. Her shopping is over. 

She's had tea and a rest and now she's 

calling a taxi. (Even taxis come when 

Jane calls). Where can she be going after 

buying all those lovely clothes? 

Why, what a bit of luck! She's on her 

way to the theatre (as if I didn't know). 

It's the first night of her new show, and 
a small group of young men [and some 
not so young) have gathered outside the 
stage door to catch a glimpse of Jane as 
she steps out of her taxi and darts inside. 
A flashing smile, a friendly wave of the 
hand, a twinkle of silk-clad legs — and 
she's gone! But it was well worth while 




to those ardent fans. They feel they've had a privileged peep at 
her private life — so much more intimate than her public appearance 
on the stage. 

Perhaps this begins to explain the new clothes. . . . Now would 
you like to see her across the footlights? . . . I thought so. 
I've got a couple of free tickets — they're hard to buy when Jane's 
showing, especially on a first night — so we'll pop in. 

(What about a quick one before we take our seats? . . . No? 
. . . You've tried our bitter, and after the ambrosia of Mars — 
I quite understand. And of course you don't want to miss Jane. 
I can see you're pretty keyed up by now. We'll go straight 10 
the stalls). 

Well, what do you think of our Jane? Nice style in clothes, pretty 
easy on the eye, but you'd like to see a bit more of her before 
you judge, eh? Well, you shall. . . . Take these opera glasses; 
I know we're in the front row, but you may need 'em all the same. 




A-aa-aah! Here she comes at last! 
OH BOY! 

What's that? . . . Eh? . . . Sorry . . . Can't hear a 

word until this infernal clapping's died down! 

Now — ichai was it you said? 

"But she's got nothing on at all! ! !" 





"Yes dear — nylons fully fashioned 
2 pairs/* 



